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MARCHING  THROUGH  GEORGIA. 


Writter  In  honor  of  Sherman's  famous  march  from  Atlanta  to  the  Sea. 

Note. — The  editor  would  suggest  for  the  better  and  more  effective  rendition  of  the  following  song  that 
the  several  verses  be  allotted  in  the  following  manner : 

1st  verse  to  be  sung  by  Solo  Tenor.  2d  verse,  by  1st  Tenors,  unison.  3rd  verse,  by  Solo  Tenor.  4th 
verse,  by  1st  Tenors,  unison.     5th  verse,  by  1st  Basses,  unison.     Chorus  after  each  verse  by  full  chorus. 

Such  a  distribution  -tf  voices  adds  variety,  and  greatly  enhances  the  effect.  It  would  be  well  to  observe 
a  similar  method  in  the  rendition  of  each  song. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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Ilur  -  rah,        hur    -   rah  !      We     bring     the    ju    -     bi    -    lee  !       Hur   •  rah,        hur  -    rah  !      The 
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Hur  -  rah,        hur    -   rah  !      We     bring     the    ju    -     bi    -   lee  !      Hur  -  rah,        hur  -   rah  !      The 
2d  Bass. 
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The  Battle  Cry  Of  Freedom 


RALLYING  SONG. 


Words  and  Music  by  GEO.  F.  ROOT. 
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Shout  -  ing  the  bat  -  tie  cry  of  Free  -  dom,   We  will  ral    -   ly    from  the  hill-side,   we'll, 

Shout -ing  the  bat  -  tie  cry  of  Free  -  dom,  And  we'll  fill      the       va  -  cant  ranks  with  a 

Shout  -  ing  the  bat  -  tie  cry  of  Free  -  dom,  And    al  -  tho'    they  may    be  poor    not    a 

Shout  -  ing  the  bat  -  tie  cry  of  Free  -  dom,  And  we'll  hurl    the     reb  -  el  crew  from  the, 
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gath  -  er      from    the  plain, 
mil  -  lion     free-men  more, 
man    shall    be         a    .slave, 
land     we      love    the  best, 
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The     Un  -  ion  for  -  ev  -  er,  flur  -  rah !  boys,  hurrah !  Down  with  the  trai-tor, 
1st  &  2nd  Bass. 
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THE  BATTLE-CRY  OF  FREEDOM. 

(BA^LE  SONG.) 

1.  We  are  marching  to  the  field,  boys,  we're  going  to 
the  fight, 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom, 
And  we  bear  the  glorious  stars  for  the  Union  and 
the  right, 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom. 

Cho. — The  Union    forever,   hurrah!   boys,  hurrah! 
Down  with  the  traitor,  up  with  the  star, 
For  we're  marching  to  the  field,  boys,  going  to 

the  fight, 
Shouting  the    battle-cry  of  Freedom ! 

fi.  "We  will  meet  the   rebel   host,  boys,  with  fearless 
heart  and  true, 

Shouting  Uij?  battle-cry  of  Freedom, 
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And  we'll  show  what  Uncle  Sam  has  for  loyal  men 
to  do, 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom, 

3.  If  we  fall  amid  the  frav,  bovs,  we'll  face  them  to  the 

last, 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom, 
And  our  comrades  brave  shall   hear  us.  as  thev  go 
rushing  past, 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom. 

4.  Yes,  for  Liberty  and   Union  we're  springing  to  the 

fight, 

Shoutiug  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom. 
And  the  vict'ry  shall  be  ours,  for  we're  rising  in  our 
might, 

Shouting  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom. 
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Henry  C.  Work. 
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Chorus. 
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De      mas  -  sa      run, 

1ST  AND  2D  BASS. 
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ha,       ha!  De       dar  -  keys    stay,      ho,      ho! 

ha,    ha  ! 
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Babylon  Is  Fallen!  * 


SEQUEL  TO  "KINGDOM  COMING." 

Words  and  Mueiic  by  HENRY  C.  WORK. 
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1.  Don't  you  see      de     black  clouds      Kis  -    in'    o  -    ber     yon  -  der, 

2.  Don't  you  see      de       light  -  nin'     Flash  -  in'  in       de     cane  -  brake, 

3.  Way     up    in      de       corn  -  field,   Whar    you  hear    de     tun   -   der, 
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Whar  de  Mas-sa's  ole  plan  -  ta-tion    am? 

Like     as     if  we're  gwine  to  hah  a  storm? 
Dat       is  our     ole  for  -  ty-pounder  gun; 
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Neb  -  ber  you   be  fright-ened, 

No!     you    is  mis-tak  -en, 

When    de  shells  are  miss  -  in', 
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BABYLON  IS  FALLKX. 
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Dem     is     on    -  ly      dar  -  keys,    Come     to  jine    .and  light    for       Un  -  cle     Sam. 
'Tis      de    dar  -  key's   bay-'net«,       An'       de   but -tons      on     dar        u    -    ni  -  form 
Den     we  load   wid     pun  -  kins,       All      de  same     to     make     de     cow  -  aids    run. 
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Look        out 
1st  &  2nd  Bass. 

? 


*S=*=H 


dar, 


now, 


s=*EEi=r 


We's 


a  -  2 wine 


to 


iT— • 


I 

shoot, 


Look 


\ 


M—# 


*=$. 


at-jc 


ont 
l 


* 


dar,         don't     you 

-J- 


un 


der 


.£?_: 


stand, 


#5? 


-r — c — r*r 

don't     you        know 


dat 


0-  b      m  .     m 

—0— 

1 

,- y N =S j 

h  1 1 

■fas?  — #  -  t — m— 

s 

1 

i         _P      m       *       m 

i            N     1 

m   •      *       i                  1 

*   •      *     1 

v  V                '               <f 

!  , 

1 

# 

■  -  W         -j       \         \j       \ 

Bab    -    y  - 

Ion 

\ 

is 

1        1/      *    '    ' 

fall      ••      en,         Bab    -    y    -  Ion       is       fall     - 

i         v     n     I*    *     1 

If       ■  g 

en;       And 

C\*    l„         m    •      * 

J          **      •                 P 

J            vS 

f- 

w 

c 

0   •                        u       i 

m   .     c 

p 

■      y    •/*    ^ 

i           / 

w-~ 

1 

'v       ^     ^ 

/         £       ■ 

''      % 

1/ 

* 


ffiepeett  C/torus  softly 


^: 


ve's 


i 


m$=*. 


-A,. 

-#- 

t 

a  -  gfwine 


t 


F323 


py 

s 


de 


land. 


* 


v- 


II 
I] 


xz 


TRAMP!  TRAMP!  TRAMP! 


THE  PRISONER'S   HOPE. 


2'empo  df  Mara  a. 


Words  and  Music  by  GEO-  F.  ROOT. 
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1  In    the     prison  eel:     1  sit,  Thinking  mother. dear, of  you, And  our  bright  and  happy  homeso  far    a- 

2  Id   the      battle  trout  we  stood. When  their  fiercest  charge  they  made,  And  they  swept  us  off  a  hundred  men  oi 

3  Sc    with    in  the    pris-on-cel!  We  are  waiting     for  the  day,  That  shall  coine  to  •- pen  wide  the  i-ron 
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way  And     the  tears  they   fill     my  eyes.    Spite      of     all      that    I        can  do,       Tho'      I 

more        But       be  -  fore     we  reach'd  their  lines,  They  were  beat  -  en  back     dismay'd       And     we 
door  And     the     hoi  -  low  eye  grows  bright,  And      the   poor  heart  al  -  most  gay,       As     we 


Wlien  the  Chorus  is  swig,  this  may  be  omitted  after  the  first  verse. 
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try  to  cheer  my  com  -  rades  and  be  gay. 
heard  the  cry  of  vict  -  'ry  o'er  and  o'er, 
think     of    see-    ing  home  and  friends  once  more. 
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Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  boys  are  marching, 
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Entered  according  to  act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  MDCCCLXXXl  by  Root  &  Cadv,  in  the  Clerk's  office  of  the 
District  Court  for  the  Northern  District  of  Illinois. 

Copyright,  MDCCCI/XXXVI,  by  s.  Br.unard's  Sons. 


TRAMP! TRAMP! TRAMP! 
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Cheer       up       comrades  they  will  come 


And  be-neath    the  star  -  ry    fi.'t<;     We  will 


breathe  the  air      a  -  gain,     Of     the  free  -  land  in     our  own     be-  lov-ed      home. 
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Chorus. 

1st.  &  2nd.  Tenor. 
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Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  boys  are    march    -    ing, 
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marching  on,    O, 
And  be  -  neath     the      flag,      we'll 
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And  be-neath  the  star-rv  flag     we^shall  breathe  the  air  again,     Of   the 
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then  we'll  eonie,AnU  be  -  neath     the      flag,      we'll        breath     the        air, 
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*4    On,  On,  On,  the  Boys  Came  Marching. 


Or  THE  PRISONER  FREE. 

(Sequel  to  TRAMP,  TRAMP.  TRAMP.) 

Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


T<.mpo  di  Marcia. 
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boys  came  marching,    fif  -  ty   thousand  strong, 
heard    the    thriil-ing  sounds  we  loved  so    well, 
cause    we  star/d  and   suf-fer'd  for      is     won, 


And  we  grasp'd  each  oth-ers  hands,  Tho*  we 
For  we  knew  that  want  and  woe,  We  no 
But  we     nev  -  er    can      for-  get,        'Mid  our 
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ut  -  ter'd  not  a  word,  As  the  boom  -  ing  of  our  can  -  non  roll  d  a  -  long  ! 
long  -  er  should  en  -  dure,  When  the  hosts  of  free  -  dor»  reach'd  our  pris-  on  cell  ! 
woe    and  'mid     our  pain,       How     the    glo  -  rious   Un  -  ion   boys   came  tramping    on  1 


1=* 


8=T 


4 


« 


& 


q: 


s 


mm 


ZjZZ 


Entered  according  to  act  of  Congress,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXV,  by  Root  &  Cady,  in  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States  or  tr 

Northern  District  of  Illinois. 
Copyright  MDCCCLXXXVI.  bv  S   Brainard's  Sons. 


ON,  ON,  OX,  THE  BOYS  CAME  MARCHING. 

When  the  Chorus  is  sung  this  may  be  omitted  after  the  first  vene. 


On,   on,    on     the  boys  came  march   -  ing,  Like    a  grand  ma  -  jes  •  tic     sea, 

After  last  verse  say  "Yes,  yes,  yes,  the  boys  came  marching"  instead  of  "On.  on,"  &c. 


And  they 
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dash'd  away    the  guard  from  the  heavy   i-ron  door,  And  we  stood  beneath    the    starry  banner,  free ! 


Chorus. 

ist  and  2d  Tenor. 
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On,    on,    on  the  boys  came  march  -  ing,  Like  a  grand  ma-  jes  •  tic    sea,  And  they 

On,    on,    on         the  boys  came  marching,  Like  a  grand  ma- jes  •  tic    sea,     like  a  sea,     And  they 

ist  and  2d  Bass.  ^      ft 
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dash'd    the    guard  from  the      i    -  ron      door,  And  we  stood      'neaththeban  -   ner  free, 

dash'd  away  the  guerd  from  the  heavy  iron  door,  And  we  stood   beneath  the  starry  banner     free. 
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dash'd    the    guard  from  the      i   •   ron      door,  And  we  stood      'neath  the  ban  •  ner        free,  the  banner  free. 
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Just  Before  the  Battle,  Mother. 

Words  and  Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root 
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1.  Just      be-  fore   the    bat  •  tie,     mother, 

2.  Oh,        I    long    to    see  you,    mother, 

3.  Hark  J   I    hear  the    bu  -  gles  sounding, 


I        am  thinking  most   of     you, 
And     the  lov  -  ing  ones    at    home, 
'Tis      the  sig-nal  tor    the  fight, 
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While     up  -  on    the  field  we're  watching, 
But      I'll  nev  -  er  leave  our    ban-  ner, 
Now,    may  God  pro-  tect   us,      mother, 


With  the  en  -  e  -  my  in  view- 
Till  in  hon  •  or  I  can  come, 
As      he     ev  -  er   does   the   right, 
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■ntered  according  to  act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  MDCCCLXIII,  by  Root  &  Cady,  in  the  Clerk': 

for  the  Northern  District  of  Illinois. 


of  the  District  Court 
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JUST  BEFORE  THE  BATTLE,  MOT  1 1  Kit. 


*7 


Com-rades  brave  are  round  me  ly  •  ing, 
Tell  the  trait-ors,  all  a- round  you, 
Hear     the  "Bat.tle    Cry     of    Freedom,' 


Fill'd     with  thot's  of  home  and   God  ;  For 

That     their  cru  -  el    words  we   know,  In 

How       it  swells  up  •  on     the      air,  Oh, 
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well  they  know  that  on  the  mor-row, 
ev  -  'ry  bat  -  tie  kill  our  sol-diers, 
yes,     we'll  ral  •  ly  round  the    standard, 


Some  will  sleep  be-neath  the  sod. 
By  the  help  they  give  the  foe. 
Or      we'll  per-  ish    no  -  bly    there. 
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Chorus. 

1st  and  2d  Tenor 
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Fare  -  well,  mother,  you  may  never, you  may  never,  mother,  press  me  to  your  heart  a 
ist  and  2d  Bass. 
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you'll  not  forget    me   mother,  you  will  not  for-get  me, 


TrTfiSitYST-m 


-\~iVi — ^— & — N— * — & — k — &— N 


1 


If      I'm  number'd  with  the  slain. 


3^1=5 


#* — 0     0     0 


s^m 


*  In  some  of  the  divisions  of  "or  army  the  "Battle  Cry"  was  sung,  when  going  into  action,  by  order  ok  coromaeding  officer* 
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Just  After  the  Battle. 


With  expression. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 
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Still     up  -  on    the  field    of     bat 
Oh      the  first  great  charge  was  fear 
Oh      the    glorious  cheer  of     tri    • 


tie,      $      I        am     ly  -  ing,   moth-er   dear, 

ful,  And       a    thousand  brave  men   fell, 

umph,         When   the    foe-man  turn'd  and  fled, 
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With  my  wounded  comrades  wait  -  ing, 
Still  a  -  mid  the  dreadful  car  •  nage, 
Leav-  ing    us     the  field  of     bat     ■      tie, 


For       the  morning    to      ap  -  pear. 

I        was  safe  from  shot  and  shell. 

Strewn  with  dy  -  ing  and  with  dead. 
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JUST  AFTER  THE  BATTLE. 
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Ma  •  ny  sleep  to  wa  •  ken  nev  •  er, 
So  a  -  mid  the  fa  -  tal  show  •  er, 
Oh       the    tor-  ture  and   the      an     •     guish, 


In       this  world  of  strife  and  death,  And 

I         had  near-  ly  pass'd  the    day,  When 

That       I    could  not    fol  -  low    on,  But 
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ma  •  By  more  are  faint  •  ly  call  •  ing, 
here  the  dread-ed  min-  nie  struck  me, 
here       a  •  mid  my    fall  -  en    com    -    rades, 


With    their  fee  •  ble    dy  •  ing  breath. 
And        I  sunk    a  •  mid   the    fray. 
I       must  wait  till  morning's  dawn. 


m 


i 


*=q=* 


* 


(I 


:* 


WW 


ih 


<S> 


~7F 


25fc 


22 


Chorus. 

1st  and  2d  Tknor. 
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Moth  -  er  dear  your  boy    is    wound  •  ed, 


And      the    night  is  drear  with     pain, 


But 


ist  and  2d  Bass. 
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still         I     feel  that    I   shall      see 
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And       the  dear    old   home    a 
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O,  Wrap  the  Flag  Around  Me,  Boys. 


Moderato. 


R.  Stewart  Taylor. 
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1.  O,      wrap    the        flag     a  -  round    me,    boys,        To    die    were     far     more 

2.  O,  I       had    thought  to      greet    you,   boys,        On    ma  •  ny  a    well     won 

3.  But    though  my        bo  -  dy    mould  •  er,      boys,       My    spir  •  it        will      be 
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sweet,  With  Free-dom's      star  -  ry       em  -  blem,  boys,        To     be      my    wind    •    ing 

field,  When    to       our        star  -  ry       ban  •  ner,  boys,       The    trait-'rous      foe      should 

free,  And     ev   -    'ry       com-rade's    hon  -   or,    boys,       Will    still      be      dear        to 


f^4 


±=dt 


t=t 


■+  ■* 


m 


£>* 


*—*-* 


t 


i    l    11 


i=s==£ 


-«--•- 


t=t=t 


i£=4 


\ 


-& 


Entered  according  to  act  of  Congress,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXII,  hy  Root  &  Cady,  in  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States  for  the 

Northern  District  of  Illinois. 
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0,  WRAP  THE  FLAG  AROUND  ME,  BOYS. 
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sheet.  In        life  I    lov'd      to       see  it  wave,      And         fol    •   low  where     it 

yield  ;  But     now,  a  •  las  !       I        am  de  -  nied        My        dear  -  est    earth  -  ly 

There,     in  the  thick     and    blood    -   y     fight       Ne'er       let      your     ar   -    dor 
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led,  And      now    my     eyes  grow  dim,   my  hands  Would  clasp  its      last  bright  shred. 

pray'r —  You'll      fol  -  low      and  you'll  meet  the    foe,      But     I      shall    not     be     there. 


For       I'll      be      there  still    hov-'ring    near,      A  -  bove  the    dear    old     flag. 
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Chorus. 

Meloay  in  2d  Tenor. 
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1.  Then    wrap 

2.  Yes,      wrap  ^    the 

3.  So       wrap 

stand  2d  Bass. 


flag 


round       me,        boys, 
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Union   Line. 
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With  Spirit.  
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We'll  rally  again,  and  that  "Flag  of  the  Free," 
Shall  stay  where  our  heroes  have  placed  it, 

And  ne'er  shall  they  govern,  on  land  or  on  sea, 
Whose  treason  hath  spurned  and  disgrae'd  it. 


We'll  rally  again,  and  our  motto  shall  be, 
What  ever  the  nation  that  bore  us. 

God  bless  that  old  banner,  "The  Flag  of  the  Free/* 
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3  Then  they  looked  at  one  another 

In  the  speechlessness  of  woe, 
As  each  eye  would  ask  a  brother, 

Shall  we  stay,  or  shall  we  go  1 
And  again  the  sight  was  blasted 

By  the  traitor's  boastful  rag, 
And  again  the  word  fell  sternly, 

"Lay  me  down  and  save  the  Flag," 


Oh,  beloved,  ye  who  murmur 

For  the  dear  ones  gone  before, 
For  the  manly  son  and  brother, 

That  may  greet  you  never  more 
For  the  loving  arm  that  shielded, 

For  the  hope  whose  pinions  lag, 
Let  the  lips  that  quiver,  falter, 

"Lay  me  down  and  save  the  Flag." 
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lone,  While     the  heart  -  less      reb  -  el    lead  •  ers     Heard    un-mov'd     each  dy  -  ing  groan, 

lone,  While     the  cru    •   el        reb  -  el    lead  •  ers     Heard    un-mov'd    each  dy  •  ing  groan. 
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Uncle  Joe's  Hail  Columbia!" 

Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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Un  •  cle      Joe    comes    home      a      sing  •  ing, 
Bless  -  ed      days,       I  lib        to       see    dem, 

Dis       is      what      de         war      was  brought  for, 


Hail, Co    -    lum   •  by! 

Hail, Co    •    lum  -by! 

Hail, Co    •    lum  -by! 
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Glo  -  rious  times     de        Lord      is      bring  -  in',  Now  let         me      die. 

I         hab  drawn      a  breff      of      free  -  dom,  Now  let  me      die. 

Dis       is       what    our  lad  -  ers    fought  for,  Now  let         me      die. 
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bore         de  bur-  den,  Den  he  heard   my  cry  ; 
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Now          let          me       die. 
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Now          let         me       die. 
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I  hab  seen  de  rebels  beaten, 

Hail  columby ! 
I  hab  seen  dar  hosts  retreatin' — 

Now  let  me  die. 
O !  dis  Union  can't  be  broken, 

Dar's  no  use  to  try ; 
No  sech  ting  de  Lord  has  spoken — 

Now  let  me  die. 
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Now  let  me  die. 
'Tis  de  ransom  ob  de  nation, 

Drawin*  now  so  nigh  ; 
'Tis  de  day  of  full  salbation — 

Now  let  me  die. 
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*  "Ssh"  throughout  this  song  has  the  soft  German  sound  of  sk,  as  for  instaoce,  Schnapps.      t  In  this  line  retard  the  movement,. 
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Washington  and  Lincoln. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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Columbia's  Guardian  Angels. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  W. 
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We  Were  Comrades  Together  in  the 
Days  of  the  War 

Music  by  Collin  Coe. 


Words  by  Col.  Joe  Whitfield 
Con  spirito 
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When  Johnny  Comes  Marching  Home. 


Words  and  music  by  Louis  Lambert. 
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Envious  foes,  beyond  the  ocean ! 

Little  jwe  heed  your  threatening  sneers  ; 
Little  will  they — our  children's  children — 

When  you  are  gone  a  thousand  years. 
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Back  to  your  dens,  you  secret  traitors! 

Down  to  your  own  degraded  spheres! 
Ere  the  first  blaze  of  dazzling  sunshine 

Shortens  your  lives  a  thousand  years. 


Bebels  at  home !  go  hide  your  faces — 
Weep  for  your  crimes  with  bitter  tears ; 

You  could  not  bind  the  blessed  daylight, 
Though  you  should  strive  a  thousand  ^ears. 


Hast  thee  along,  thou  glorious  Noonday ! 

Oh,  for  the  eyes  of  ancient  seers! 
Oh,  for  the  faith  of  Him  who  reckons 

Each  of  his  days  a  thousand  years ! 
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And,  John,  if  God  has  willed  it  so 

We  ne'er  chall  meet  again, 
I'll  do  the  best  for  the  cliildren,  John, 

In  sorrow,  want  or  pain. 
On  winter  nights  I'll  teach  them,  John, 

All  that  I  learned  at  school ; 
To  love  our  country,  keep  her  laws, 

Obey  the  Savior's  rule. 


5  And  now  good-bye  to  you,  John ; 

I  cannot  say  farewell  ! 
We'll  hope  and  pray  for  the  best,  John; 

His  goodness  none  can  tell. 
May  II is  arm  be  round  about  you,  John, 

To  guard  you  night  and  day: 
Be  our  beloved  country's  shield, 

Till  war  shall  pass  away. 
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stars       of       Hea  -  ven    are  look-  ing  kind  -  ly  down,       The     stars        of      Hea  -  ven    are 


Copyright,  MDCCCLXXY .IV,  b^  S.  Bpaward's  Sons. 
Copyright,  MDCCCLXXXVI,  by  S.  Brainard's  Son;.. 


GLORY!  GLORY!  HALLELUJAB 


55 


i 


-*— N 


3=^ 


•:- 


l= 


V *- 


v — ?- 


i 


mould'ring      in        the  grave,       His  soul 

look  •  ing    kind    •   ly   down        On     the   grave 


is    march  •  ing  on. 

of     old       John      Brown. 


$^=^m 


i==i 


m 


t 


i 


S 


H=f 


B 


Chorus. 

AND  2  TENCR. 


t  :    i  i*^r 


gg=gg£^giEEi 


F 


Glo    •     ry,  glo  •  ry    hal  •  le  •  lu 

I  AND  2  BASS.  _  {\ 

— I \— * — K— r*- 


s    \ 


t 


& 


-0 — «- 


:l- 


jah !         Glo    -     ry,   glo  •  ry  hal    -    le  •  lu    -    jah ! 


W 


f 


4-±-+ 


1111 


:s: 


V     ¥     ¥ 


*—*-*— #— 1-r~* 


§ 


i 


^fl 


Glo     •    ry.    glo  -  iy 


i=t 


tS»- 


f 


ry,    glo  -  iy    hal  -  le  •  lu 


{w^rrrrt^ 


jah  !        His        soul         is         march   -  ing  on 

-«' ±=r-J J 1 i 

1  » —  —  4 0i  m         -#- 


^111 


He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  the  Lord, 
His  soul  is  marching  on. 
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His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way, 
And  they'll  go  marching  on. 


John  Brown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back, 
John  Brown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back, 
John  Brown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back, 
His  soul  is  marching  on. 


They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  tree, 
They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  tree, 
They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  tree, 
As  they  march  along. 


s« 


The  First  Gun  is  Fired* 


MAY  COD  PROTECT  THE  RIGHT." 


Maestoso. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 

^ ^ 


I |L-g=g= 


P= 


i 


^ 


3 


ite 


m 


i.   The 
2.  The 

3-  The 


first         gun 

first  gun 

first         gun 


fired! 
fired! 
fired! 


May  God  pro  -  tect  the 
Its  ech  •  oes  thrill  the 
Oh,      heed         the     sig  •   nal 


S 


! 


3=5 


M 


i=* 


|5»- 


I 


*=Ff=f 


jW:              r\   "s         — o — i~t  r    r  ■  f     *~  r  -~¥  d 

^>ft  ^^Vt^J    J               ^t    F    h— Rf    ^    *=l 

right!  Let  the  free-born  sons  of  the  North  a  •  rise  In  pow'r's  a  -  veng  -  ing 
land,  And  the  bound  -  ing  hearts  of  the  pat  -  riot  throng  Now  firm  •  ly  take  their 
well,        And  the  thun  -  der    tone       as      it    rolls       a    -   long   Shall  sound     op-  pres  ■  sion's 


#- 


g^ 


*=t* 


i 


M=H 


J 


3 


#-.  # 


« i  I 


mMi 


£=3=3 

-<s> .        J. 


2 


mm 


-i- 


f=^ 


J — 4 


Jfcntered  accorj" ""»  to  Act  of  Congress,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXII.by  Root  &  Cady,  in  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States  for  the 

Northern  District  of  Illinois. 

Copyright,  MDCCCLXXXVI,  by  S.  Brainard's  Sons. 


THE  FIRST  GUN  IS  FIRED ! 


17 


M 


3: 


-A N 


night ; 
stand  ; 
knell ; 


Shall     the      glo    •   rious        Un     -     ion      our    fath    •     er's       made  By 

We     will    bow         no        more        to      the        ty    -     rant        few,         Who 
For      the      arm  of         free   -    dom       is    migh    •     ty  still,  Its 


fcf=P^ 


S£ 


4 


i 


!5t 


t=t=t 


=t 


t=X 


■A- 


% 


£ 


N- 


ruth    -  less       hands       be 

scorn       our        long        for 

strength  shall        fail  us 


sun 
bear 
nev 


der'd?        And        we  of  free     -     dom 

ing,  But         with        Co     •     lum     -    bia's 

er,  That      strength  we'll        give  to      our 


wHt 


m 


3 


i 


*»* 


£3^£3 


& 


* — K 


tEZM. 


-*? — *- 


sa    •    cred      rights 


By 


trai   •  t'rous        foes 


be 


plun 


stars        and      stripes        We'll      quench    their        trai    -   t'rous        dar 
right   •   eous     cause,       And    our    glo    -  rious       'and         for     -      ev 


i 


m 


* 


der'd? 
ing. 


i 


m 


^=F 


5» 


THE  FIRST  GUN  IS  FIRED! 


*4 


tf    «    "  «    * 


^-* 


^ 


ii± 


?«=-*- 


r: 


^Z 


wys 


rise !         a  •  rise  !        a  •  rise 


And      gird      ye       for       the         fight, 


And 


% 


5 


±± 


#-4-# — 1       4*     — S — # — # — # 


r 


-# #- 


« 


i 


r 


f 


•^-        -?- 


-t^-. 


i 


tt 


/CN 


t==P 


«=* 


72. 


let         our       watch  •  word        ev    -    er         be,     "May        God       pro-tect     the       right!' 


m 


m^ 


* 


t 


•r-* 


I 


*=* 


m 


i 


I 


4 


m 


& 


f 


Chorus. 

I  AND  2  TENOR. 


pEpp|g^feE^a=EpEgg=j=! 


A  -  rise  !  a  -  rise  ! 

AND  2  BASS. 


rise !  And        gird     ye       for       the        fight, 


mrB^i^i 


72 


SF 


*=*=* 


5B 


3fl 


And 


4- 


■*■       -#• 


I 


/> 


3e3=<=» 


Ji — :— h 


F^ 


s 


^  « 


let       your    watch -word       ev    •    er         be,     "May        God        pro-  tect         the       right.' 


*= 


m-. 


II 

i 


The  Vacant  Chair. 


'9 


Words  by  Henry  S.  Washburn 
ist  and  2d  Tenor. 


Melody  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 
Arranged  by  W.  G.  S. 


1.  We  shall  meet,  but  we  shall  miss  him, There  will    be   one  va-cant  chair,     We  shall    lin  -  ger    to     ca - 
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Yes,      be-loved    ones     at  home,      we     re-mem  •  ber, 
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Stand  up  for  Uncle  Sam,  My  Boys. 
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up        for       Un   •  cle       Sam,        my  boys,  With  hearts 
strike  for      Un   -  cle      Sam,       my  boys,    For      dan 
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Stand         up       for      Un   -  cle      Sam,     my  boys,    With    hearts    brave    and   true, 
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Our  Captain's  Last  Words. 


Henr*  q.  Work. 
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Grafted  Into  the  Army. 


Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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1.  Our     Jim  •  my  has  gone  for    to     live    in      a    tent,       They  have  graft-ec 
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Oh     Jim  -  my,  fare- well  !  your    broth  -  er    fell,     Way  down      in    Al    -     a  -  bar  •  my  ; 
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Music  by  P.  P.  Bliss. 
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Brave    Bat  •  ter  •  y    Boys,       When    we  were  to  -  geth  •  er — Brave  Bat  •  ter  -  y  Boys. 

Brave    Bat  -  ter  •  y    Boys,       When  rushed  to  the    res  •  cue — Brave  Bat  ■  ter  •  y  Boys. 

Brave    Bat  -  ter  •  y    Boys,        And      fell    bnt  as    vie  -  tors,    Brave  Bat  -  ter  -  y  Boys. 
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4  We  come,  O  !  beloved  to  garland  your  tomb, 

To  twine  'round  the  marble  the  springs  freshest  bloom; 
To  speak  of  a^past  that  no  present  destroys, 
And  call  the  dead  roll  of  Brave  Battery  Boys, 
And  call  the  dead  roll  of  Brave  Battery  Boys. 
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WTe'll  sleep  here  together  Brave  Battery  Boys, 
We'll  sleep  here  together  Brave  Battery  Boys, 
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Have  ye  Sharpened  Your  Swords?. 


A  BATTLE  SONG. 
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Forward,  Boys,  Forward  i 


SONG  OF  THE  VOLUNTEERS. 
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God  Is        a    watch  -  word   for   the    trai   -  tor,  On    the      soil        our    fath  -  ers    trod. 
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Our  Comrade  has  Fallen. 
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Drummer  Boy  of  Shiloh. 
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E 


#— # 


-h — ^ 


*-?■ 


S^ 


¥ 


1.  On     Shi  -  loh's  dark  and  bloody     ground, 

2.  Look  down      up  -  on  the     battle       field, 
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He    clasp'd      his    hands,  then  rais'd    his    eyes,      And  pray'd  be  -  fore         he       died 
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They     list'  -    ned    to       the       drum-mer    boy,      Who  pray'd  be  -  fore         he       died.  They 

2D  BASS. 


=? 


II 


A 


-^- 


clas'd       his   hands,  then    rais'd     his     eyes, 

k      I "ft 


And 


jDray 


d      be    -  fore 


P * * F\ P 

— J 1 1 1 \- 

*       # # # #- 


IZS 


he    died. 


^11 


m& 


?=F- 


II 


v- 


-^- 


list' 


V- 


ned      to^      the    drum  -  mer      boy, 


V-J- 


Who    pray'd      be    •   fore         he    died. 


afe^=g=±=g 


*=F 


II 


.*_x 


3  "Oh,  mother,"  said  the  dying  boy, 
"Look  down  from  Heaven  on  me, 
Receive  me  to  thy  fond  embrace — 

Oh,  take  me  home  to  three. 
I've  loved  my  country  as  my  God  ; 
To  serve  them  both  I've  tried," 
If:  He  smiled,  shook  hands— death  seized  the  boy 
Who  prayed  before  he  died.  :|| 


4  Each  soldier  wept,  then,  like  a  child'* 
Stout  hearts  were  they,  and  brave ; 
The  flag  his  winding-sheet — God's  Book 

The  key  unto  his  grave. 
They  wrote  upon  a  simple  board 
These  words  ;  This  is  a  guide 
||:  To  those  who'd  mourn  the  drummer  boy 
Who  prayed  before  he  died.  :|| 


5  Ye  angels  'round  the  Throne  of  Grace, 
Look  down  upon  the  braves, 
Who  fought  and  died  on  Shiloh's  plain, 

Now  slumb'ring  in  their  graves  ! 

How  many  homes  made  desolate — 

How  many  hearts  have  sighed — 

||:  How  many,  like  that  drummer  boy. 

Who  prayed  before  they  died  I  :|| 
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3  Our  patriot  soldiers  I 
When  treason  arose, 
A.nd  freedom's  own  children 

Assailed  her  as  foes  ; 
When  anarchy  threatened 
And  order  withdrew, 
jj:  They  rallied  to  rescue 

The  red,  white  »nd  blue.  4 


4  Upholding  our  banner 
On  many  a  field, 
The  doom  of  the  traitor, 
They  valiantly  sealed  ; 
And,  worn  with  the  conflict, 
Found  vigor  anew, 
D:  Where  victory  greeted 
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5  Yet,  loved  ones  have  fallen 
And  still,  where  they  sleep, 
A  sorrowing  nation 

Shall  silently  weep, 
And  spring's  fairest  flowers, 
In  gratitude  strew, 
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The  Star  Spangled  Banner. 


With  an  additional  verse  (5th),  by  Dr.  O.  W.  Holmes. 
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1.  Oh !         say     can     you       see,       by    the  dawn's  ear  -  ly     light,        What  so  proud  •  iy    we 
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fight,  O'er  the  ram  •  parts  we  watch 'd, were  so  gal  -  lant 
steep,  As  it  fit  ful  ly  blows,  half  con-  ceals,  half 
more  ?      Their     blood    has  wash'd  out    their  foul  foot-step's 

land,  Praise  the  Pow'r  that  hath  made    and  preserved  us 
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save  the    hire-ling  and   slave,  From  the  ter  -  ror     o2   flight      or 
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His  door  is  always  open  found, 

His  cider  of  the  best,  sir  ; 
His  board  with  pumpkin  pie  is  crown'd 

And  welcome  every  guest,  sir. 


Though  rough  and  little  is  his  farm, 
That  little  is  his  own,  sir  ; 

His  hand  is  strong,  his  heart  is  warm, 
'Tis  truth  and  honor's  throne,  sir. 


His  country  is  his  pride  and  boast, 
He'll  ever  prove  true  blue,  sir  ; 

When  called  upon  to  give  a  toast, 
?Tis  "Yankee  Do'vile  Doo,"  sir. 
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Hold  the  Fort. 


P.  P.  Bliss. 


Major  Whittle  relates  the  following  incident,  upon  which  the  song  is  founded : 

During  October,  1864,  just  before  General  Sherman  commenced  his  famous  march  to  the  sea,  while  his  army  lay  camped  in  the 
tKighborhood  of  Atlanta,  the  army  of  Hood,  in  a  carefully  perpared  movement,  passed  the  right  flank  of  Sherman's  army,  tvnd  gain- 
ing his  rear,  commenced  the  destruction  of  the  railroad  leading  north,  burning  block  houses  and  capturing  the  small  garrisons  along 
the  line.  Sherman's  army  was  put  in  rapid  motion  following  Hood,  to  save  the  supplies  and  larger  posts,  the  principal  of  which  was 
located  at  Altoona  Pass,  a  defile  in  the  Altoona  range  of  mountains,  through  which  ran  the  railroad.  Gen.  Corse,  of  Illinois,  was  sta- 
tioned here  with  a  Brigade  of  troops,  composed  of  Minnesota  and  Illinois  regiments,  in  all  about  1,500  men  ;  Col.  Tourtelotte  being 
second  in  command.  A  million  and  a  half  of  rations  were  stored  here,  and  it  was  highly  important  that  the  earthworks  commanding 
the  Pass  and  protecting  the  supplies  should  be  held.  Six  thousand  men,  under  command  of  Gen.  French  were  detailed  by  Hood  to 
take  the  position.  The  works  were  completely  surrouded  and  summoned  to  surrender.  Corse  refused,  and  sharp  fighting  commenced. 
The  defenders  were  slowly  driven  into  a  small  fort  upon  the  crest  of  the  hill.  Many  had  fallen,  and  the  result  seemed  to  render  a 
prolongation  of  the  fight  hopeless.  At  this  moment  an  officer  caughf  sight  of  a  white  signal  flag,  far  away  across  the  valley,  fifteen 
miles  distant,  upon  the  top  of  Kenesaw  Mountain.  The  signal  was  answered,  and  soon  the  message  was  waved  across  from  moun- 
tain to  mountain  :  "  Hold  the  fort  I  am  coming.  W.  T.  Sherman."  Cheers  went  up,  every  man  was  nerved  to  the  full  appecia- 
tion  of  the  position  ;  and,  under  a  murderous  fire,  wkich  killed  or  wounded  more  than  half  the  men  in  the  fort — Corse  himself  being 
shot  three  times  through  the  head,  Col.  Tourtelotte  taking  command,  though  himself  badly  wounded,  they  held  the  fort  for  three 
hours,  until  the  advance  guard  of  Sherman's  army  came  up,  and  French  was  obliged  to  retreat. 

No  incident  of  the  war  illustrates  more  thrillingly  the  inspiration  imparted  by  the  knowledge  of  the  presence  of  the  Commander  ; 
and  that  he  is  cognizant  of  our  position  ;  and  that,  doing  our  utmost,  he  will  supplant  our  weakness  by  speedy  reinforcements.  So 
the  message  of  Sherman  to  the  soldiers  of  Altoona  becomes  the  message  of  the  Great  Commander,  who  signals  ever  to  all  who  fight 
life's  battle,  "Hold  the  Fort." 
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[ST   TENOR. 


Music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


#= 


^ 


V- 


v- 


Two     sol  -  diers     ly  -  ing      as     they   fell, 
2D  tenor. 

■-&■_ \T-       — N — N — \ — h- 


Up  •   on        the      red  -  en'd    clay, 


be 


bsb 


1 


m^- 


'¥ 


In 


2.  "A-  mong    New  Hampshire's  snow-y      hills,         There  pray       for      me        to  -  night,  A 

3.  Then  spoke      the    oth  -  er       dy  -  ing     man,         "A  -  cross      the    Geor  -  gia    plain,        There 

1ST  BASS. 


— v- 


t: 


4.     The      dy    -    ing    lips    the      par  •  don  breathe,      The      dy    -    ing  hands     en  -  twine ;      The 

2D   BASS. 


^ 


-&-±' 


^m 


i— ^=^=fe 


■-*- 


day 

£3 


time    foes,       at      night     in    peace,     Breath'd  there    their    lives 


=t 


— K- 


m 


way ;       Brave 


wo 

watch 


man     and       a        lit    -    tie      girl, 
and    wait      for      me,     lov'd    ones 


4dr 


v- 


U5^ 


£ 


-&- 


With    hair        like    gold    .    en       light."      And 
I'll      nev    -    er        see         a    •    gain ;         A 


last 


ray    dies,      and 


all 


The     stars 


of       hea   ■   ven    shine, 


m* 


A ?V 


-&- 


::z=t 


-&- 


And 


m 


m 


?=p: 


t: 


hearts      had    stir'd    each    man  -  ly    breast,        Fate      on     •     ly,  made    them        foes;        And 
J21        I  S  n  S  ^  KT1  t~T  N" 


95* 


^— + 


x=x 


-&-• 


at  the     tho't,   broke  forth     at       last  The       cry  of      an  -   guish       wild,         That 

lit     -      tie      girl,     with    dark  bright  eyes,         Each     day  is       at         the         door,         The 


~\ — \ — V 


-^1 


t=n 


+ 


EeI 


now,         the      girl    with    gold  •  en      hair,         And      she        with     dark      eyes    bright,        On 


■0—-. #- 


4 1 1 i_L 


\    S   .      s      S- 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXVI,  by  Root  &  Cady,  in  the  Clerk's  Office  of  the  District  Court  for  the 

Northern  District  of  Illinois. 

Copyright  MDCCCLXXXVI,  by  S.  Brainard's  Sons. 


FOKS  AND  FRIENDS. 


95 


E 


r=¥- 


*■ 


o  • 


ly 


ing       dy  -   ing      side       by      side, 


soft   -     en'd      feel   •    ing 


i 


A 


Z22: 


would      not      long  •  er        be        re  -  press'd,         "O        God, 
fath    -     er's     step,     the      fath  -  er's      kiss,  Will        nev 


SE£ 


■-¥- 


y 


&-± 


Jtlzt: 


my      wife,        my         child!" 
er      greet        her         more." 


C  ' 


Hamp  -  shire's  hills,     and    Geor  -  gia's    plain,  Were       fath     -    er     •     less         that     night. 


fcfc 


r-=i 


A 


■■-&> 


\m\ 


Chorus, 


fr 


*—» 


;=p: 


S3 


s^ 


They'll    go         no      more       to      the    lov'd   homes    here,      But      to  -   geth    •    er    both    will 


i 


4 


5=P 


9—P 


t= 


E 


*=* 


2£ 


S^ 


v 


fct 


V~ t 


They'll    go         no      more       to      the    lov'd  homes    here,      but      to  -  geth    -    er    both    will 


§S3 


cm 

J-- 


-a — pv 


^— V 


-# — #- 


to? 


wait, 


For  the    sun  •   ny  hair'd  and  bright  eyed  ones,     Be  -  yond      the    gol  •  den        gate. 


-0 0 0- 


•       • 


t£ 


J! 


v— /- 


y  v  v  *—-+-*-&■ 


3= 


2£ 


-^ — # — * 


! — 0- 


■^w-f-f-f- 


v->— *- 


_£?^ 


-o  • 


H 


wait,  For  the    sun  -  ny  hair'd  and  pright  eyed  ones,     Be  •  yond      the    gol  -  den        gate. 


+-T-T—* — r 


9& 


Weep  O'er  the  Heroes  as  They  Fall. 


Words  by  C.  W.  Butler. 


Music  by  J.  W.  Turner. 
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Come  fill  up  the  ranks  and  prepare  for  the  battle, 
No  longer  we  ask  who  our  leader  shall  be, 

For  God  now  is  with  us  in  Him  we  shall  triumph, 
The  God  of  our  fathers,  the  God  of  the  free. 
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White  folks  let  us  help  ye  trou, 

De  day  ob  liberty's  comin',  comin,l 

We  can  fight  and  die  for  you, 
De  day  ob  liberty's  comin'. 
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Then  sleep  on    and  soft    be    thy     re  -   pose, ....  And  green     be    the    turf      on    thy      breast. 

1ST  AND  2D  BASS.  A.  -OL      +. 


^s^ 


v— v- 


\t 


+—+ 


y 


*++ 


J N-iV-J &— ^      |       I       ? 


jp 


)  I 


tr-N 


3L_<Lj1 


V 


R 


*-* 


i^f 


^-* 


p 


,ae 


£* 
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1.  'Tis        a       calm  and   beauteous     night,      love,        As       my        sol     -      dier   couch  I 

2.  In       the      deep  blue    vault     of    heav'n,    love,        Seat  -  ed         on  its      gol-  den 

3.  Ere       the     dawn  of      com  -  ing       day,      love,  I       may      hear        war's  rude     a 
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way,       love,        Far       a      •      way 
night,      love,        Ev   -   er  turn 
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my       tho'ts  to  thee ;  As  it 
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know         with   -  in        my      heart,       love,       Thou    art      think  -  ing     now         of        me. 
whis     -     pers      to        my      heart,       love,       Thou    art      think  -  ing      still  of        me. 

know        with  -  in        my     heart,       love,      Thou  wilt       ev    -    er      think        of        me. 
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Yes,      my    tho  ts 
Yes,     thro'      all 
Yes,       in      camp 
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are  far  a  -  way,  love, 
the  lone  -  ly  night,  love, 
or      blood  -  y      field,      love, 
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And  I  know  with  -  in  my  heart,  love, 
As  it  whis  •  per  to  my  heart,  love, 
Still    I'll  know      with  -  in     my  heart,     love, 
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Thou  art  think-ing  now  of     me. 

Thou  art  think-ing  still  of      me. 

Thou  wilt  ev  -  er  think  of     me. 
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Good  Bye,  Old  Glory. 


Words  by  1*  j.  Bates. 
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I 


I; 


AlUgro. 


W^ 


H 


=P 


#-* 


■N— T 


^ 


^- 
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drums    and       bu    •    gles      loud      and     fast,         This         is  your  last  tat  •  too. 

night      to       glo    •     ry        and        to    death,      And     that's      good  morn       to      you. 
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Fare  -  well,     fare  •  well      to        march  and   fight,    Hard   -  tack       a       fond      a  •  dieu,  Good 
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Farewell  to  pens  and  prison  holes, 

Where  friends  themselves  broke  tfno1, 
And  tortured  noble  captive  souls, 

That  they  could  not  subdue. 
But  in  the  fullness  of  the  day, 

Heaven's  justice  did  we  do  ; 
Disaster,  famine,  ruin,  may 

Make  fearful  answer  true. 


Good-bye  to  muster  and  parade, 

Good-bye  to  grand  review, 
The  dusty  line,  the  dashing  aid. 

Good-bye  our  General,  too. 
Good-bye  to  war,  but  halt !  I  say, 

John  Bull,  a  word  with  you, 
Pay  up  old  scores  or  we  again 

May  don  the  army  blue. 
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The  Songs  We  Sang  Upon  the  Old 
Camp  Ground. 


Words  and  Music  by  II.  L.  Frisbie. 
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March  on,  March  oni 


A  SOLDIER'S  GLEE. 


Words  by  Lt.  Col.  Sam.  B  Raymond,  5th  Ills.  Vols. 

1ST  TENOR. 


Music  by  Wm.  Lewis. 
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guns,         of      guns        that      bid         us        to  the    fight, 
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as        the      flag     that's      loom     •      ing     A  •   bove  us  strike      eve      for        the       right. 
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as        the      flag    that's     loom    •     ing    A  •  bove  us  strike     we     for        the       right. 
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D.  C.  to  Fine. 


2  Fight  on,  fight  on,  the  stars  are  gleaming, 

We  plant  our  standard  firm  and  fast, 
We'll  rally  where  our  banner's  streaming, 

And  defend  them  to  the  last. 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  our  arms  victorious, 

They  fly  before  our  conq'ring  host, 
We'll  praise  the  "God  of  Battles"  o'er  «s, 

"Union  forever,"  be  our  toast. 
Fight  on,  fight  on,  etc. 


3  Shout  on,  shout  on,  we  love  the  cheering 

Of  hearts  that  glow  with  a  nation's  love  » 
Oh  haste  we  on,  the  day  is  nearing, 

Our  flag  shall  float  triumphant  abovft. 
Cursed  be  each  hand  that's  raised  against  i^ 

Perish  each  traitor  in  the  land, 
Prosper  our  flag  where'er  we  send  it, 

"Divided  we  fall,  United  we  stand.*! 
Shout  on,  shout  on,  etc 
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Brother,  Tell  me  of  the  Battle. 


Words  by  Thomas  Manahan. 
With  expression. 


Music  by  Geo.  F.  Rov 


i.     Brother    tell  me  of    the    bat  -  tie,     How  the    sol 

2.  Brother    tell  me  of    the    bat  -  tie,      For  they  said 

3.  Brother    tell  me   of    the    bat  •  tie,        I      can  bear 


diers  fought  and    fell —       Tell  me 
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of  the  wea  •  ry    march-  es,        She     who  loves         will  lis  -  ten      well.  Broth  -  er, 

told  me    you     had    fal  -  len,      That     I'd     nev      -      er     see  you      more;  Oh,     I've 

head  up  -  on      my     bo  •  som,       Let      me  soothe        your    fever'd      brow.  Tell    me 
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O     tell  me    of    the       bat  •   tie,     How  the        sol  -  diers  fought  and       fell, 
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me     of       the    bat  ■  tie,     How     the    sol    -  diers  fought  and     fell, 
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Hail  Comrades  dear. 
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Moderaio. 


G.  A.  R.  SONG. 

*  Written  and  Composed  by  Comrade  A.  S.  Hudson. 


?=* 


a 


I.      I  look  with  won  -  der  and  with  pride,          At  free  -     dom  and         her 

\              2.  When  •  e're  I    meet      a  coat  of  blue,  With  but  •     tons  gold        or 

3.  We  talk  of  friend-  ship  true  and  great,  And  of  it's  mag    -   ic 

4.  Oh  may  my  love    still  warm  -  er  grow,  And  not  one      vir    •  ture 
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er      all      our  might  -  y      shore, 
the    cen  •  ter     G.      A.       R., 
the  friend-ship    can    com  -  pare, 
my    cora-rades  true    and    brave, 
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brass, 
spell, 
lag, 
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oev  -        er         let  them  pass, 
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fought  to        save  the  flag. 
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For  'neath  that  coat  there 

'Twas  born  in  con    -  flict 

And  when  they  gent    -  tly 
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dear  •      er  than  them  all     to      me, 
in  the  face     I     read  these  lines, 

flow  from  hearts  of  comrades  dear, 
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Are  our    no   -  ble       true  and  brave. 

"No       man     shall       be  a     slave. 

Now     sleep  •  ing   'neath  the     sod. 

That       not      one      star  should  fall. 


Chorus. 

1ST  AND  2D  TENOR. 

4^  zii 


feM 


Hail    com  -  rades  dear, 

1ST  AND  2D  BASS. 


who  fought      for  right,  On  land 


9=1  Jl  i:  t~i=*£ 


m^m 


and    o 


m^^Sm^ 


jrnf 


m 


^fcfzi=?=* 


+z H 


SE* 


t=t 


Long    may 


(ms 


mm^w 


our  no  -  ble  ban  -  ner  wave,  long  wave,   And    ne'er    dis   -  hon 
N     IS 


■N— V 


-#-—#- 


-# — 0 — # 


LT 


or'd      be. 


& 


ill 


132 

We're  Tenting  On  The  Old  Camp  Ground. 


Moderate  con  expressions. 


Words  and  Music  by  J.  W.  TURNER. 
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1st  and  2d  tenor. 
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1.  We're  tent  -  ing      to-  day 
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on    the       Old   Camp  Ground,  Our    hearts      are    light  and  joy-ous 
on    the       Old    Camp  Ground,  Our    hearts      are    light  and  joy  -  ous 
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Little   Major. 


Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.  WORK. 
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1,  At     his    post, 

2,  There  are  none 

3,  Now  the     lights 
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Cry -ing  "Oh!  for    love  of      Je  -    sus,     Grant  me 

Tush— they  come!  there  falls     a     foot  -  step!      How    it 

It  is  heard—  Oh,  God  for -give  them!  They  re- 
Yet     to     die,  by  friends  for  -  sak   -  en,       With   his 


Entered  according  to  act  of  Congr-.^,  A.  D.  MDCCCLXII  by  Root  k  Cadt,  in  the  District  Court  of 

the  United  States  for  the  Northern  District  of  Illinois, 

Copyright  1886  by  S.  Brainard's  Sons. 


LITTLE     MAJOR.. 


135 


i 


but 

makes 

fuse 

last 


4 


t 


> 


this  lit  -  tie 
his  heart  re 
his  dy  -  Ing 
re  -  quest     de 


boon! 
joice! 
pray'r! 
nied— 


Can  you, 
They  will 
"Noth-ing 
This      he 


friend, 
help, 

but 
felt 


ro  -  fus<;  m« 
Oh,       th*-y    will    ' 

a  wound  -ed 
his       k»M:li    -  Mt 


r 

v          PS 

4 

*        s 

1                       is      r 

i 

t^X     m 

1        J        m 

VU      # 

•                 \*        d 

I                    J      #      # 

A 

wa 

save 
drum 
an 

-3— 

-" 

-  r         -   W 

ter?              Can      you, 
him,             When   they 
mer,"             So       they 
guish,             When    at 

when 

hear 

say, 

morn 

• 

I        die       so 
his    faint  -ing 
and  leave    him 
he   gasp'd  and 

soon?" 
voice- 
there— 
died— 

A 

L      f 

| 

•f        *s 

t 

■vV    7 

1           1           1 

'                       '       •' 

vv 

1 

# 

• 

4          4 

■ 

%J 

T? 

m  -   ■■■  1      ■  w 

*    +   *    ? 

4   •  -4    •    -4 

*                 *                 TT 

1 

p 

v 

1 

1*        < 

f 

f 

s       &> 

m. 

^ 

-     /9 

-£ 

» 

— L 

/ 

H 

1st  and  2d  z 

3 ^-H 

rENOR. 

1 
"J              f           » 

...  ,j 

I 

I 

1 h- 

-*  -f  -M 

&  r!   s 

5-h— P — 3 
— •-* — b — t— 

4— 

— # — 

i 

1- 

— S— 1- 

-U 

iH 

g 

t   -   tie 
S S_ 

< 

1 

Cry  -  ing,        "Oh!       for     love 
1st  and  2d  bass. 

of 

Je   -      sus, 

Grant    me         but 

1 

mm  __.   m , — -j — 

this      li 

/ 

9i=?=;- 

:.*.__« g_ 

-i- 

^ 

ffZ      2 

m  • 

■       M- 

— 

0 

P 

Jr     • 

_j_     tj- 

r~^< 

\ 

V—  ^ 

r  ■   ^   "" 

—/— 

' — 

r         w 

# 0 

1 — 0 — . 

( 


— I- 

; — gr 
— S- 


*= 


zi-i—i: 


izzztzzzz^zi 


-#— #- 


A— *— \ 


22 

^ — 
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Volunteer's  Farewellj 


iransiateu  iTora  the  German,  by 
L.  C.  ELSON. 


JOHANNA  KINKEL. 


1st  and  2d  tenor. 
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Hark!     trura-pets  far      off      sound  -  ing,     And     war  -  rior's  steeds  are  bound  -  ing,  May 
Take       uow  this  wreath  of      flow  -  ers,    Plucked  from   our  gar   -  den     bow  -  ers,  Where 
I'll      think    of  thee   with    long -ing,    While      foe  -  men  round   me  throng  -  ing,  W7hile 

1st  and  2d  bass. 
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I      once  more  em  -  brae  -  ing,  With    kiss 
oft        I     was      re    -    clin  -  ing,         Thy     fai 

sword  and  lance    are    gleam-ing.  While    my 

cres.  ,  . 


thy  tears  ef  -  fac  -  ing? 
ry  form  en  -  twin  -  ing, 
life's  blood    is  stream -ing, 


Fare 


tranquillo  e  motto  espress. 


.-JpL. 


~¥~- 


m — - 
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Farewell,  fare-well, 
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2.    O,  com  -  rade,  we'll  think    of  thee,  As      the  years    go      by,     With  love    and   sweet  •  est 
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mirth    and      joy,  We'll  miss  thee,  com  -  rade    dear!         For  thou    wert  al  -  ways  faith  -  ful,    And 
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DECORATION  QUARTET  or  SEMI-CHORUS. 

Will  Carlfton.  0.  B.  Ormsbt. 
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.  Cov  -  er  them   o  -  ver  with  beau-  ti  •  ful  flow'rs,     Deck  them  with  garlands,  those  brothers  of  ours, 
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2.  Cov  -  er    the    fa-  ces    that  mo-  tion-  less    lie, 
Bass. 


Shut  from  the  blue   of    the  glo  -  ri  -  ous  sky  ; 
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Mis  -  sis-  sip   •  pi    riv  -  er     I      am    go  -  ing, 


I     will    take    my  old   ban  -  jo,     And  I'll 
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Chorus* 

1st  and  2d  Tenor. 
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Here     is    my    Old     Cab  -  in     Home, a       Here      is    my    sis  -  ter  amd    my    brother, 

Air  in  1st  Bass.  ^  .._#_. 
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Here  lies  my  wife,        the   j  -jy    of    my    life,  And  my  child  in    the  grave  with  its     mother. 
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2  I  am  going  to  leave  this  land 
With  tjiis  our  darkey  band, 

To  travel  all  the  wide  world  over, 
And  when  I  get  tired 
I  will  settle  down  to  rest, 

Away  down  in  my  Old  Cabin  Home. 
\ 


3  When  old  age  comes  on  us, 
And  my  hair  is  turning  gray, 

I  will  hang  up  the  banjo  all  alone; 
I'll  set  down  by  the  fire, 
And  I'll  pass  the  time  away, 

Away  down  in  my  Old  Cabin  Home. 


4  'Tis  there  where  I  roam, 
Away  down  on  the  old  farm, 

Where  all  the  darkeys  am  free ; 
O  merrily  sound  the  banjo 
For  de  white  folks  round  de  room, 

Away  down  in  my  Old  Cabin  Home. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 
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Nic  -  o  -  de  -  mus,  the  slave,  was  of     Af  -  ri  •  can  birth,  And  was  bought  for    a    bag  -  ful    of 
He    was  known  as    a   pro-phet — at    least    was    as  wise — For    he   told     of   the    bat  •  ties    to 
Nic  -  o  •  de  -  mus  was  nev  -  er    the  sport    of    the  lash,    Tho'  the  bul  •  let    has  oft  cross'd  his 
'Twas  a    long  \*ea-ry  night — we  were    al  •  most  in  fear    That  the    fu  •  ture  was  more  than  he 
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died     years    a  -  go,       ver  -  y     old. 

heed  •   ed      the  shake      of  his  thumb, 

face      such     a    man        in  his  wrath, 

words    of      our  prop  -  het  are    true. 


'Twas  his    last  sad     re- quest —  so  we 

Tho'  he  cloth'd  us    with  fear,      yet  the 

Yet  his  great  heart  with  kind  •  ness  was 
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ness     is    gone — There  are     to 


kens     in     end 


hoi  -  low   tree, 
bow   and  knee  ; 
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up!"  was  his  charge,  "at  the  first   break  of  day,  Wake  me   up      for   the  great    Ju  -  bi   -  lee!" 
still  wears  the  suit     that  he    used     to      of  yore,    As      he  sleeps  in     the  old    bol-low     tree. 

long'd  for  the  morn-ing  which  then  was    so  dim,    For   the  morn-ing  which  now  is      at      hand. 
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:ST  AND  2D  TENOR. 
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J                         The  "Good  Time  Com-ing" 

\                          1ST  AND  2D  BASS. 

1                ;:       U                        N           , 

is      al   • 
!S    "l 

1    i 

most   here  ! 

1         J 

I        1 

It      was  long,    long,    long 

on       the 

/a^  5       ^ 

i  ■               p           J 

■■             i          |          ■  |          ■> 

J            |            '            i  '          s' 

J-rta*  •*    P 

j       J             ^      • 

'  0 

0         0 

9  .      # 

0         9         9 

W  •  "    m 

1^5     ;    1 

#       #       #     # 

j     2     ■ 

I                *T                   ^ 

.0090 

-V- 

BZ 

0      4 

/          S 

#     # 

^v—i- 

meet    is      at     the  gum-tree     down     in     the  swamp,  To      wake    Nic  -  o  -  de   •    mus    to-day 
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Poor  Old  Slave. 


G.  W.  II.  Griffin. 
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1.  'Tis      just 

2.  She       took 

3.  But       since 


one  year  a  •    go  to  -  day,       That    I  re-  mem    -   ber      well, 

my  arm,         we  walk'd       a  -  long,         In  -  to  an      o    •     pen      field, 

that  time      how  things    have  chang'd,  Poor  Nelly  that  was       my     bride, 
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I         sat      down  by         poor  Nel-  ly's       side,       And    a       sto    -     iy    she       did      tell, 

And      there      she  paus'd      to  breathe  a  -    while,        Then        to  his  grave     did    steal. 

Is        laid         be-  neath      the    cold  grave     sod,      With  her    fath    •    er    by       her     side. 
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year ;  But      now     he's  dead,    and     in        his  grave,    No    mas  •   ter  does      he      fear, 

there  ;  Come      to       me,  fath   -  er,    'tis       thy  child,  Then  gen   •  tly  drop'd     a        tear, 

tree ;  I      bath'd     its  roots     wilh  many     a    tear,    That     it      might  siatl  -  ter       me. 
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1ST  TENOR. 
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The    poor       old  slave       has      gone        to    r«t,       We    know      that    he  is  free, 
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The    poor       old  slave       has     gone        to    rest,       We    know      that    he  is  free, 

2D   BASS. 


3t=3t 


3 


H^5 


I 


i=p=p=p: 


-# — 0- 


-» 0- 


*=0- 


% 


V-J- 


*=* 


g^v-fj  u-i^ut 


#-# 


£ 


J*-2- 


■*■ 


11 


Dis  •  turb       him    not        but      let    him        rest,     'Way  down        in    Ten    •     na    -     see. 
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Dis  -  turb        him    not        but      let    him        rest,     'Way  down        in    Ten     -    na    •    see. 
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Who  Will  Care  for  Mother  Now? 


Arr.  by  C.  F.  Thompson. 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  C.  Sawyer 


During  one  of  our  late  battles,  among  many  other  noble  fellows  that  fell,  was  a  young  man  who  had  been  the  on- 
ly support  of  an  aged  and  sick  mother  for  years.  Hearing  the  surgeon  tell  those  who  were  near  him  that  he  could 
not  live,  he  placed  his  hand  across  his  forehead,  and  with  a  trembling  voice  said,  while  burning  tears  ran  down  his 
fevered  cheeks,  "Who  will  care  for  mother  now  ?" 


With  expression. 


=p: 


3?E*Efc 


-*-> 


Tell  me,  comrades,     is      this  death  ?  Ah  ! 

Who  will  whis- per  words   of    cheer?  E 

I  will  like       a       soj-dier    die.  Soon 


how  well      1   know  your      an     - 
ven  now      I    think     I        see 
with    an  -  gels    I'll     be       march    - 
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Soon  with   an-gels   I'll    be    march 


With  bright  laurels  on  my    brow, , 
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Weeping,  Sad  and  Lonely;" 

OR 

"WHEN    THIS    CRUEL    WAR    IS    OVER." 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  C.  Sawyer. 


Moderate  e  cantabile. 
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1.  Dear  -    est  love   do   yon    re   -  mem  -    ber, 

2.  When      the  summer  breeze  is  sigh    -  ing 

3.  If            a  -  mid  the  din     of  bat   -    tie 

4.  But         our  coun-try  call' d  you,  dar  -  ling, 


When    we       last    did      meet, 
Mourn  -  f ul  -  ly  a  -  long ; 

No  -  bly     you  should  fall, 
An  -  gels  cheer  your    way ; 
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How  you  told   me  that  you 

Or  when  autumn  leaves  are 

Far  a-way  from  those  who 

While  our  nation's  eons  are 


lov'd  me,  Kneel-ing     at      my  feet? 

fall  -  ing,              Sad  -  ly  breathes  the  song, 

love  you,  None    to     hear  you  call — 

fight  -  ing,              We     can     on  -  ly  pray. 
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Oh!    how  proud  youstoodbe    -  fore        me 

Oft       in  dreams  I    see  thee  ly    -    ing 

Who  would  whisper  words  of  com  -  fort, 

No  -  blv  strike  for  God    and  lib  -  er-ty, 


In        your  suit        of  blue,. 

On  the  bat    -    tie  plain, 

Who  would  soothe  your  pain  ?. 

Let         all     na  -  tions  see,... 
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When  you  vow'd  to    me  and  coun  -  try 

Lone  -    ly,  wounded,  e  -  ven  dy  -  ing, 

Ah !  the  ma  -  ny     cru  -  el  fan  -  cies 

How  we  love  the  star  -  ry  ban  -  ner, 


Ev  -  er  to    be  true. 

Call-ing,  but    in  vain. 

Ev  -  er  in   My  brain. 

Em-blem  of    the  free. 
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1st  and  2nd  Tenor. 
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Weeping,     sad      and     lone 
1st  and  2nd  Bass. 
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When  this  cru  -  el  war     is      o    -    -    ver,  Pray  -  ing  that  we  meet  ft  -  gain. 
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All  Quiet  Along  the  Potomac. 


THE  PICKET  GUARD. 


W.  H.  Goodwin. 


Allegretto. 
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3.  There's  on  -  ly    the    sound 

4.  The    moon  seems  to     shine 

of    the  lone      sentry's     tread, 
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CONG    BOUQUET.— One  of  the  best  collections  of  English  and  American   ballads,  and  songs  with 

^*    chornses.    Cheapest  folio  of  music  published.    224:  pages  full  sheet  music  size. 

f^ARLOR    BOUQUET.— Companion  to  "Song  Bouquet."     Contains  instrumental  music  of  different 

■  grades  of  difficulty.    Great  favorite.    224  pages  full  sheet  music  size. 

OONC  Dl  AMO N  DS.— Vocal  music  of  every  description.  Sure  to  please  everybody.  Contains  selections 
*^    from  such  authors  as  Gounod,  Molloy,  Aide,  Claribel,  Dolores,  etc. 

■  DEAL  GEMS  OF  ENGLISH  SONGS. -Standard  favorites  from  the  best  English  writers.  Most 
I    complete  book  of  the  kind  published . 

RIMA    DONNA    ALBUM.—  New  and  elegant  songs  by  the  best  composers  of  mou>m  times.    Should 
grace  the  library  of  every  singer  in  the  land. 

LBUM    OF    SACRED     MUSIC.— Adapted   for  use  in  the  church  choir  or  home  circle.     Finest 
collection  of  music  published  for  young  organists  and  choir  leaders. 

MUSICAL  CHATTERBOX,  No.   I.   )     These  beautiful  books  are  without  doubt  the  most  popular 
USICAL  CHATTERBOX,  No.  2.   )  collections  of  medium  and  easy  grade  songs  and  pieces. 
Each  book  contains  eight  beautiful  illustrations  which  will  delight  the  young  folks.     Price,  50  cents  each. 
LBUM  COMIQUE.— Those  desiring  good  humorous  songs  (both  old  and  new)  should  not  fail  to  send 

for  a  copy.    It  is  embellished  with  a  title  page  which  will  surely  "take." 
OLDEN     HOURS.— A  collection  of  instrumental  music,  brilliant   and   attractive,    and    within   the 

capacity  of  pianists  of  moderate  ability.    It  is  sure  to  please  you. 
LA8SIC    BOUQUET.— We  cannot  too  earnestly  recommend  this  work,  especially  to  young  pianists 

and  students.    No  such  collection  has  ever  before  been  offered  at  such  a  low  price. 
EED   ORGAN    FOLIO.— Great  care  has  been  taken  to  use  only  such  pieces  as  come  within  the  compass 

of  a  five-octave  organ.    Should  be  on  every  parloi*  organ  in  the  land. 
ARLOR    DANCE    FOLIO.— Will  be  hailed  with  delight  by  private  dance  parties.    Contains  a  choice 

collection  of  the  latest  dances,  also  the  German,  quadrille  calls,  etc. 
IANO    TREASURES.— One  of  the  finest  collections  of  instrumental  music  by  the  best  writers  of 
Europe  and  America  that  has  ever  been  issued  in  this  country. 
OONC    TREASURES.— Such  authors  as  Abt,  Sullivan,  Pinsuti,  Burnap,  Hatton,  Tours,  etc.,  are  repre- 
**    sented  in  its  pages,  and  the  best  and  most  popular  songs  only  have  been  used. 

QU  EEN    OF    TH  E    WALTZ.— In  this  elegant  book  we  offer  a  collection  of  waltzes  by  the  best  writers, 
and  n<  le  of  them  are  too  difficult  for  players  of  medium  ability.     There  are  also  some  eaBy  waltzes  for 
little  players.    No  lover  of  dance  music  can  afford  to  be  without  a  copy  of  this  work. 

TWO  MUSICAL  FRIENDS.—  A  variety  of  music  for  four  hands  is  contained  in  this  choice  book, and 
it  will  prove  to  be  a  source  of  great  pleasure  to  "musical  friends"  everywhere.  The  pieces  are  of  medium 
difficulty— some  quite  easy;  all  are  gems  and  popular  favorites.  Procure  this  book  at  once.  It  is  selling  rapidly. 
USICAL  EVENINGS.— New  music  for  violin  and  piano  or  flute  and  piano.  This  elegant  book  will  be 
received  with  delight  by  violinists.  It  is  pre-eminently  the  book  for  amateurs,  containing  much  of  the 
best  music,  so  arranged  as  to  be  neither  too  difficult  nor  too  simple.  This  book  is  selling  rapidly  and  supplies  the 
demand  exactly.    Compete  book  for  50  cents.    Extra  part  for  violin  or  flute,  35  cents. 

KINKEL'S  FOLIO  Vol  I  /  Two  hooks  of  easy  pieces  for  young  players.  A  rare  collection  of 
itiisci'c  crkiirk*  \t  i  o  C  ,)ri«htgeins.  Especially  recommended  to  teachers.  No  better  books 
INKeL  o    FOLIO,    Vol.  2. )  for  pupils  could  be  obtained.    Price  of  each  volume,  50  cents. 

D  RA  JNARD'S  VOCAL  f*  III  T  A  D  FOLIO.  \  We  have  spared  neither  pains  or  expense 
DRAINARD'S  INSTR.  VJI  KJ  I  I  MR  FOLIO.  Jin  getting  up  these  two  superb  publications. 
Their  title  covers  are  adapted  from  two  famous  French  paintings.  Their  contents  comprise  the  very  latest  popu- 
lar music,  carefully  arranged  by  one  of  America's  best  guitarists.    Price  of  each  book,  50  cents.    Order  at  once. 

BRAINARD'S  VOCAL  DUET  FOLIO.— A  choice  selection  of  American  and  Foreign  Duets, many 
.  of  which  are  entirely  new.     .None  of  them  will  be  found  in  similar  books.     Carefully  revised  by  an 
experienced  vocal  teacher.    Handsome  cover.    Clear  print.    Any  one  of  the  collection  is  worth  the  price 
asked  for  th ;  whole. 

LJAMILiON'S  BANJO  FOLIO.- A  splendid  collection  of  beantiful  banjo  music,  suitable  for  amatem 
■■  or  artist,  containing  selections  for  banjo  solo,  for  two  banjos,  for  one  or  two  banjos  with  piano  accompani- 
ment.   Full  Hhwet  music  size.    The  only  book  of  the  kind  published. 

REED    ORGAN    AT    HOME.— bright,  merry,  pleasing  music  that  can  be  played  upon   a  five 
irgan  and  not  diju.  ult.    This  book  is  beautifully  printed  from  engraved  plates,  on  fine  white 
r  and  Jirmly  bound.    The  music  In  this  volume  is  equally  adapted  for  piano. 


